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«© To ANACREON in Heav'n.“ | 
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I, 
"TX Tom Paine in France, where he flew to be He, 
A few Sons of Anarchy ſent a petition ; 
That he their Inſtructor and Patron would be, 
When this anſwer arrived from that Chief of Sedition : 9 
King, Commons, and Peers, 2 
Set all by the ears, | 


— ee So. 


I'll lend you my bodkin, knite, thimble, and ſhears, 
And beſides II inſtruct you how you may convey, 
All the bleſſings of Britain and Freedom away. 


II. 

The news to old England immediately flew, 

When John Bull he pretended to give himſelf airs; 
If theſe traitors are ſufferjd their ſchemes to purſue, 

Like France we ſhall ſoon be a nation of bears: 

Hark, already they ſing, 

and 1 need of a King: 3 | 

| dignified perſons at lamp-poſts ſhould ſwing ; _ 
The — * rich, cis the ſtrong the SR ſlay, 
Till each Britiſh bleſſing is vaniſh'd away. 


III. 


Our wealth, trade, and commerce would quit their reſorts, 
Religion and Juſtice no longer would ſtand; 
Our much envied ſhores boaſt of tenantleſs ports, 
And rapine and murder o er- run the whole land: 
But firſt let our thunder, 
O'erwhelm them with wonder, | 
Who England's brave ſons of their birthrights would plunder, 
Or try like Tom Paine and his dupes to convey, 


All the bleſſings of Britain and Freedom away. 
„„ A 2 


Stern 
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IV. 


Stern Neptune got up with his three forked ſpear, 
And ſwore by Britannia he ever would ſtand ; 
Her ſons, as of old, ſtill ſhould drub proud Monſieur, 
And Juſtice drive Anarchy out of the land: 

No rebels he ſwore, 
Should e'er have the power, 


Like blood-hounds to glut them with hot human gore: 


While he held the trident that governed the ſea, 
Or Britons were loyal, united, and free, 


V. 


That's right! em Jove, from that plan never alter, 


Go Mercury fetch up Jack Ketch to me now. 
Tom Paine and his Faction muit die by rhe halter; 
Nor ſhall e'en the Devil be robb'd of his due: 
And while they all ſwing, 

We'll jovially ſing, 
So fare ev'ry foc to his Country and King; 
And he who refuſes to join in our ſong, 
Is a rebel, and ought with the reſt to be hung. 


VI. 


Ye true hearted Britons then join hand in hand, 
Be loyal, nor fear the Republican rod, 
*Tis your's to preſerve what your anceſtor's plann'd, 
You've the ſanction of Juſtice, the hat of Gods 
Then let our toaſt be, 
May Britons agree, 
Comtente and happy, united and free, 
1 and his ſubjects one intereſt purſue, 
g (ill be loving, bs ſubjects be true. 
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LEWIS BAB O ON, 


AND 


JOHN BULL, 


A 


LEWIS BABOON\, 


1 | 
H, Monſieur Jean Bull, ſince one great while ago, 
know, 


And now we will ſhew a new way to be free, 
Spick and ſpan new from France d- la- mode de Paris. 


We taught you to fence, dance, and ſuch tings, you 


Derry down » &c, 


II. 
Your notions of freedom, you dull ſtupid dogs, 
Are fetter d by many nonſenſical clogs, 
In your Conſliution we find one great flaw, 
| You're encumber'd with that the hen ting call'd the law, 


III. 
Tis this all the pleaſure of freedom deſtroys, 
Tis the care of your property poiſons your joys. 
Baniſh this, and your eyes you in ſafety may cloſe, 
For he who has nothing, has nothing to loſe, 


IV. 


Then with places in which many men make a rout, 
As judges and lawyers, we quite do without, 

Nay, we've even aboliſh'd Jack Ketch's ſnug ſtation, 
All are hangmen by turns for the good of the nation, 
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JohN BULL. 
V. 


This nonſenſe won't do, ye palavering dogs, 
- We'll ne'er change roalt beef for ſoup maigre and frogs, 
We'll not quit our freedom for anarchy's train, 


Or leave Billy Pitt for the (tuff of Tom Pain. 


VE 


Our King and our rights with our blood we'll defend, 
But to Frenchmen ne'er bent, nor ever will bend, 
We know whom to reſiſt, we know how to obey, 


Nor want Mounſieur Babood ſure to ſhew us the way. 


RULE BRITANNIA. 


> | 
HEN Britain firſt, at Heav'r n's ; command, 


Aroſe from out the azure main, 

Aroze from out the azure main, 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 

And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain ! 


CHORUS: 


Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves! 


II. 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, | 
Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall, 
Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall, | 
Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and tree, 
The dread and envy of them all 
Rule, &c. | 


Still 
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| III. 
Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe 
| More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies © | 
Seres but to root thy native oak. * 


Rule, &c. 


IV. 


Thee, haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 
All their attemps to bend thee down, F 
All cheir attempts to bend thee down, 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe and thy renown, 
Rule, &c. 


V. 


To thee belongs the rural reign 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, 


Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubje& main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles thine. 
| Rule, &c. 


VI. 


The Muſes, ſtill with Freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coalt repair, 
8 Shall to thy happy coaſt repair, 
Bleſs'd Iſle! with beauty, with matchleſs beauty crown 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule, &c, 
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Tux STURDY REFORMER. 
Io the Tune of * Ballinamora Oro.” 


| Wa give to your Alfred the laurel of fame, 
When Wat Tyler deſerves a much nobler name? 
That Alfred, they ſay, made ſome good wholeſome laws, 
But Wat Ty ler loſt life in the levelling cauſe. 1 
Sing Ballinamona Oro, 
Ballinamona Oro, 
Ballinamona Oro, 


The levelling ſyſtem for me! 


Shall Jack Cade be forgot when an hero I ſing, 
Who deteſts proud Nobility, Clergy, and King ? 
We moderns ſuch ſhameful ingratitude ſpurn, 
For we honour his dutt, and his doctrines we learn. 
Sing Ballinamona Oro, 
 Ballinamona Oro, &c. ; 
Jack Cade and Wat Tyler for me! 


Tom P—ne, a republican wight of renown, 
His right ſout on the mitre, his left on the crown! 
Bellows out Revolution to ev'ry degree, 
And ſhews us all {gratis ) the way to be free. 
Sing Ballinamona Oro, 
Ballinamona Oro, &c. 
A French Revolution for me! 


Peers, Pedlers, pickpockets to Tom are the ſame, 
And Princes and porters but differ in name 
Eſcutcheons, and coronets, ſceptres of Kings, 
Are the gewgaws of tolly—-contemptible things ! 
Sing Bailinamona Oro, 
Ballinamona Oro, &c. 
No Heraid's d—d nonſenſe for me 
The New light philoſophic their emptineſs ſhews, 
As baſeleſs as Lubhics that infancy blows ; | 
Huz a for confulicn, boys! pull down the church, 
Nor leave one ttceple tandin g ior jackdaws to perch! 
Sing Ball namona Oro, 
Bal namona Oro, &c. 
Pull down all the churches for me! 


* The 


( 


'The world has been ever vandal) with ſtraws; 

So Tom utterly hates both religion and laws, 

As irkſome reſtraints to keep villany under, 

Forbidding alike conflagration and plunger, 

| Sing Ballinamona Oro, 
Ballinamona Oro, 
A grand conflagration for me! 


All ye, then, my lads, who have nothing to loſe, 
But who want a ſupply of coats, breeches and ſhoes; 
Whoſe labour fatigues ye, whoſe wages are ſmall, 
And whoſe lot is ſo 107% you can ne'cr fear a fall, 
Sing Ballinamona Oro, 
Ballinamona Oro, 
Any change will be better for me! 


Ye gamblers undone, whoſe tr«de's to undo, 
At Tom's game throw a nick —er old Nick will throw you ; 
Ye men diſappointed in worldly concern, 
Forget all your ſorrows and Levellers turn. 
ding Bailinamona Oro, 
Ballina mona Oro, &c. 
Civil diſcord i is muſic to me? 


Ye deſperate felons in dungeons confin'd, 
Your fetters we'll break—for vou're nen to our mind; 
Men bred to confuſion, and bent to deſtroy, 
Are, next to our writings, the means we employ. 
Sing Ballinam na Oro, 
Ballinamona Yro, 
Let looſe all the felons for me! 


Life Een you is ſo bad, that confuſion may mend it, 
And if all things ſhou!d Fail ye—an halter can end it! 
Ye poor ragged fellows, though low your eſtate, 
Ye ſhall plutides the rich, and thall level the Great ! 
Sing Ballinamona Oro, 
k Ballina nona Oro, 
Some nice little pickings for mel 


Take from Biſhops the croſier, from Prebends the ſtall, 
And kick out the lawyers from Weſtminſter Hall; 
Make prieſts and make barriierf handle the plough, 
For that's all the living the dogs thall get now. 
Sing Ballinamona Oro, 
HBallimamona Oro, &c. 
Kick the pricits and the __— ſor me! 
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In the world no diſtinction of rank ſhell be ſeen, 
But a Billingſgate drab be a mate for a Queen? 
Dukes, duſtmen, grooms, barons, in friendſhip ſhall meet, 
And with porter and gin hiccup drunk through the ſtreet, 
Sing Ballinamona Oro, 
Ballinamona Oro, &c. 
The world topſy turvy for me! 


Of the wealth of mankind ye ſhall all ſeize a ſhare, 
And riot alike in the ſpoils of the fair; 
Princeſſes, fiſhmongers ſhall take io their arms, 


And Queens to tripe-ſellers ſhall yield up their charms! 


ro, 
Ballinamona Oro, &c. - 
| | A pretty young Princeſs for me! 
From the Bench ſhall be pluck'd off ſtern Juſtice's robe, 
And the records of Time be effaced from the globe! 
All wiſdom, all virtue, all courage are vain, 
To oppole the new doctrine of mighty Tom P—ne ! 
Sing Ballinamona Oro, 
Ballinamona Oro, &c. 
Baniſh order and juſtice for me! 


Let the Prophet of Diſcord your boſoms inſpire, 
And with Tom's Rights of Man ſet the world on fire, 
Go to it, my boys go to it pell- mell— 
Till the flames that ye kindle prepare ye for hell. 
Sing Ballinamona Oro, 
Ballinamona Oro, &c. 
You may go to the devil for me! 


Now, honeſt John Bull, take an hint from my Song, 
Nor think his doctrines right, whoſe intentions are wrong; 
The cauſe of old England with firmneſs maintain, 
In ſpite of the Devil, H—n T—ke, and Tom P—ne ! 
Sing Ballinamona Oro, 
Ballinamona Oro, &c. 
No wolves in Sheep's clothing for me 


Sing Ballinamona ( 


Your fam'd Conſtitution for ages has ſtood, 


Ador d by your Sires, and ſeal'd with their blood; 
To your children, of right, tis a property due 
Bequeath it to them, as 'twas given to you ! 
= Sing Ballinamona Oro, 
Ballinamona Oro, &c. 
Church, King, Conſtitution for me! 


GOD 


(mJ 


GOD SAVE THE KING! 


| 6 ſave great George our King, 
Long live our noble King, 
God ſave the King; 
Send him victorious, __ 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over us; 


| God ſave the King, 
O Lord our God ariſe! 


Scatter his enemies, 

And make them fall; 
Confound their politicks, 
Fruſtrate their knaviſh tricks, 
On thee our hopes we fix, 

To ſave us all. 


Thy choiceſt gifts in ſtore, 
On George be pleas'd to pour, 
: Long may he reign ; 
May he defend our laws, 
Andever give us cauſe 

To ling with heart and voice, 


God fave the King. 


Fame let thy trumpet ſound, 

Tell all the world around, | 
Great George is King, 

Tell Rome, tell France and Spain; 

All their vile arts are vain, 

Britania rules the main, 


God fave the King. 


While France in wild uproar, 
Views Britain's peaceful ſhore, 
With envious eye; 
We happy Britons ſing, 
(Whilſt bells melodious ring), 
God bleſs great George our King, 
And Family. 
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In this let each one join, 
That from the Brunſwick line 
May Princes ſpring; 
Whoſe ev ry act may claim 
The ſweeteſt voice of ſame, 
And cach deſerve the name, 


Of Patriot King. 


The let Britannia's ſons, 
Whilſt time it's ſtages runs, 
Their voices raiſe 
To him, whoſe will ordains, 
| That thio' theſe happy plans 
Peace with contentment reigns, ' 
With endleſs praiſe; : 


. ü * 
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THE PEDLAR'S NEWS FROM PARIS; 
A proper new BALLAD. 


To the Tune of *I am Mad Tom, bebold we 1” or 
thereabouts, | 


| I, | 
1 all ye ſons of Freedom 
Who roar for Revolution, 
Who are ready to pull down 
The King and his Crown, 
And to hunt for a Conſtitution, 


I 
J have bargains here to pleaſe ye, 
In change ſor your beef and ale, Sirs, 
For I've got a ſtock in hand, 
And my wares are contraband. 


And I muſt have a ſpeedy ſale, Sirs. 


Im 


tn) 

| III. 

I'm John Bull's youngeſt baſtard, 

All merry and free begotten, 
In the happy days of Yore 
Upon Oliver's whore, 


Who has been long dead and rotten. 


IV. 
And I am hot from Paris city, 
Where Freedom's now ſo plenty, 
That the pooreſt men you ſee, 
Has at leaſt enough for three, 
Or perhaps for three and twenty. 


5 V. 

There Freedom ſerves for food, Sirs, 1 
There Freedom ſerves for riches; 
And when you take che air, 

Your nether parts are bare, 
And your Freedom ſerves for breeches. 


VI. 


But if you're diſcontented, | 
You've a right to loſe your head, Sirs ; 
Or be tied, by two, by three, 
To a Liberty Tree, 
And to hang there till you're dead, Sirs. 


VII. 
Come who will buy my Rights of Man, Sirs ? 
New found by citizen Paine out ; 
If you ſtick it in your thatch, 
"Tis like a lighted match 
For keeping wind or rain out. 


VIII. 


Here's a ſcore of Free-born daggers; 
They're fit for town or village, 
Where 'tis ſure a quicker plan, 
To kill a monied man, 
T han to thrive by trade or tillage, 
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IX. 


Lo here's a Liberty Bonnet! 
It looks quite red and raw, Sirs! 
Tis dabbled in the blood 
Of him that was too 
Ee, Si 


To live where will was 


X. 
Alack, alack neighbours ! 
; ** ae Fer, to do, Sirs! 
3 carry me to jail, 
all tell ks tale, 
* ſwear not a word is true, Sirs. 


XI. 


I ſhall roar « Huzza brave Britons!” 
I ſhall ſpout, and rant, and ſing, Sirs! 
While heart and hand you join, 
In three times three of wine, 


To Commons, Lords, and King, Sirs. 


THE 
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THE LO L BSELITON; 
I. 
LY wicked Paineites rail *gaiaſt Kings, 
Gainſt government and laws, 
Ne'er heed ſuch baſe malicious things, 
Nor e'er eſpouſe their cauſe ; 
But ſtrive their wicked ſchemes to foil, 
Their Plans to circumvent, 
Detect them in their wily toil, 
And urge them to repent. 
Let us be loyal to our ei 
 _ Obedient to the laws, | 
And Heaven, with influence benign, 
Will aid the glorious cauſe, 


II. 

Mark how with fly envenom'd tongue, 

They do aſſail our cars, 
That every goverament is wrong, 

Unleſs 'tis plann'd like theirs : 
With Rights of Man, Equality, 

Thi ignorant they enſnare, 
But we'll be virtuous, juſt, and free, 

Nor in fuch rancour ſhare. 

And ſtill be le al to our king, &c. 


III. | 
While doctrines they throughout the realm, 
Diſperſe with knavith ſkill, 
Weak minds with doubts to overwhelm, 
And democratic ill; 
They'd with Sedition's baneful train, 
Ruſh forward like a flood, 
Their wicked projects to maintain, 
And ſpill the royal blood. 


But we'll be loyal to our king, &c. 


IV. 
Then, faithful Britons, let's unite 
Againtt this rufhan band, 
Tilt anarchy be baniſh'd quite 
From this our happy land ; 


Then 


6 26 
Then with refulgent beams of joy, 
beach honelt heart thall glow, 


Celeitial charms which ne'er can coy, 


We then thall feel below. 
For we'll be loyal to our king, 


Ob-dicnt to the laws, 
And Heaven with influence benign; 
Will aid the e cauſe. 


